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A MAN OF HIS WORD. 


‘* PROMISE ME, JOHN, THAT YOU WILL NOT GET INTO ANY TERRIBLE RAILROAD 
ACCIDENTS, OR BE BURNED TO DEATH AT A HOTEL. PROMISE ME THAT, JOHN, OR 
MY HEART WILL BREAK!” 


[John promised faithfully that he would not.] 








_~ Ns AGM enol 


“OQMhile there's Life there’s Hope.” 


VOL. XII. AUGUST 23, 1888. 


No. 295. 


28 WEST TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEW YorRK. 


Published every Thursday, $5.00 a year in advance, postage free. Single 
copies, 1o cents. Back numbers can be had by applying to this office. Vol. 
I., bound, $15.00; Vol. II., bound, $10.00; Vols. III., IV., V., VI., VII., 
VIII., [X., X., and XI., bound, or in flat numbers, at regular rates. 

Rejected contributions will be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
and directed envelope. 

Subscribers wishing address changed will greatly facilitate matters by 
sending old address as well as new. 





ISTORY that might have happened has always been 

an interesting study, and conclusions based upon the 
information already obtained by the Congressional Committee 
that is engaged in an enquiry as to the necessity for restrict- 
ing emigration to these shores demonstrate that, had it not 
been for Christopher Columbus's discovery of the western 
route to the east with the continent that lies between, the 
history of the Old World for the last two centuries would 
have afforded material for political economists to which 
present conditions hold the relation of simple addition to a 
problem in integral calculus. For instance, there is Eng- 
land, whose sturdy spirit of British fairness—that we read 
about—has led her benignantly to confer upon us her sur- 
plus of cripples, paupers, criminals and lunatics, who would 
otherwise be a tax upon the Crown, or augmenting the 
attractiveness of the “unemployed workmen” of London, 
whose favorite employment when not sleeping in the public 
squares or rioting in the slums, is to carry petitions to the 
Mansion House, bring up a delapidated rear to state pro- 
cessions, or attend corner-stone layings and other polite 
ceremonials, to hiss good old Mrs. Guelph and her offspring. 
What would be the condition of England were it not for the 
convenient dumping-ground that this continent affords? 
Suppose the dear old Mother Country had been obliged to 
discuss this question without reference to America, what 
new system of dealing with paupers, lunatics and criminals 
would she have devised? Send them to Australia, India, 
New Zealand, or South Africa, where they would still be a 
drain upon the State purse? Or, perhaps, have risen to the 
heroic remedy of drowning them off like surplus kittens, or 
treating them to a few thousand volts each of electricity. 


* * * 


HEN there are Germany, Austria, Poland and Russia. 
Imagine the present condition of these States with the 
hundreds of thousands of Socialists, Nihilists and Anarchists 
that they have sent over here, left among them. The 
history that might have happened—had there been no 











generous country to the westward opening wide its hospit- 
able arms to the pauper, the idiot, and the criminal—would 
naturally have been that the malcontents would have chosen 
a European state in which to bring about Eutopia; and, per- 
haps, before the present, the heads and crowns of the Hohen- 
zollerns and Romanoffs would have been unsettled. As for 
Italy, she seems to have devised a most thrifty plan on the 
dog-eat-dog principle. The Italians over here prey ex- 
clusively upon each other, just as they confine their murders 
to their own nationality. The Italian steamship companies, 
the Italian contractors, bankers and benevolent societies, 
upon both sides of the water, are apparently combined to 
“do” their own countrymen. They get them over here, get 
all their money away from them, and then throw them upon 
this bountiful country to be supported. 


* * * 


ND what would our heathen neighbor, China, have 
done without us? Were it not for the million or so 
Celestials who are in America, and an earthquake or flood to 
kill off two or three million more, every few months, the 
Flowery Kingdom would be devouring itself by this time, 
each subject being obliged to draw lots, perhaps once in 
two or three weeks, to ascertain whether he shall be eaten 
or not. And the wail for help from California to the In- 
vestigating Committee is pathetic. The restriction act of 
1886 has not restricted Chinese immigration, since the 
simple heathen apply for writs of Aabeas corpus with all the 
sangfroid of a New York murderer, get taken into court, 
and then let out into the streets on bail, and that is the last 
of them. It was a pleasant little coincidence, by the way, 
that on the same day that San Francisco issued her appeal 
to the Committee in this city, a party of Chinamen arrived 
in Montreal, having come through by way of Vancouver, 
direct from Canton, on the Canadian Pacific Railroad, whence 
they bowled down gaily into these hospitable United States. 


* * * 


HE ridiculous side of the whole matter lies in the cir- 
cumstance that we gracefully extend the ballot to this 


refuse of the older civilizations, and politely request them to . 


help us make our laws, whether they know anything abowt; 
our form of government, or even of our language, or not. 
The Chinaman allowed the superstitions to get the best of 
the practical in his nature and refused to accept this boon. 
Otherwise he would rule the Pacific coast to-day, and there 
would be no talk of driving him out. The other nation- 
alities do accept the ballot, however, and the result is going 
to be that they will take possession of the country, unless 
restrictive measures are taken at once. 
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CONSIDERATE. 


‘*Grv’ US A PULL, WON’T YOU?” 


STRONG FOR YOU, AND IT'D STUNT YOUR GROWTH,” 


night, gave up smoking and grew fat. 


= UNJUST SUSPICIONS. 


OBERT,” said his wife, suspi- 
agi : ciously, ‘where have you 


been? You're late to dinner.” 








“T’ve been assisting in an 
humble way, my dear, toward 
‘improving the breed of horses.” 
Y. \ _~ “Oh, I was afraid you were 
i | > ~ at the races.” 


LOSING HIS POPULARITY. 


RIEND (¢o eminent barn-stormer): How did you 
make out on your recent trip, Cholmondeley ? 

EMINENT BARN-STORMER: I played to poor business 

everywhere. I tell you, old man, Shakespeare is losing his 


yn 








A VETERAN. 


ee ES, boys,” said old Bellows, proudly beating his 
breast, “I’ve been a soldier in my time, and, if I do 
say it myself, like the war-horse of Scripture, I could ever 
scent the battle from afar.” 
“I s’pose,” ventured young Paperwate, “that on very 
nany occasions that saved your life?” 





‘*T WOULD DO IT, BILL—yYou KNOW I WOULD, BUT I’M AFRAID IT’S TOO 


And then they all had $3.00 from LIFE, went into the country for a fort- 
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THE SUMMER AFTER. 


STOOD once more on the dear old beach 
Where we'd parted the year before, 
And sitting there in the self-same spot 
I saw my love once more. 


The dress she wore was the one I loved, 
A simple gown of white, 

And I asked myself, ‘‘ When she put it on, 
Did she know I would come to-night?” 


The moon shone bright as I closer drew, 
And knelt at her feet on the sand, 

Where I told her how I had loved her long, 
And I ventured to take her hand. 


With a silvery laugh she raised her head, 
And then, oh, horrible shock ! 

I saw that ’twas only Rosalie’s maid 
In Rosalie’s last year’s frock ! 

—< Cornelia Redmond. 


MUST BE CAREFUL OF HIS 
ENGLISH. 
s OW, Waldo,” said a Boston lady, 
“the minister is to dine with us to- 

day, and I want you to be a good little boy.” 

“Yes, Mamma.” 

“ And if the subject of prize-fighting is intro- 
duced at the table, you must be sure and say 
slogger not slugger.” 
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MADE THAT HIMSELF. 


‘“WHERE DID YOUNG BROWNE GET HIS MONEY, 
‘* FROM HIS UNCLE, OLD SAM BROWN. 


Papa ?” 
HE INHERITED EVERY- 


THING HE HAS IN THIS WORLD, EXCEPT THE FINAL ‘E’ TO HIS 
NAME,” 





LIFE 


SS a CS PPA LG hop TO gs 
as . =A <M iv 
7~~Le HUI NC aay Bi sn - 
¥ iy y entail = cA | : 


< 


6 6 
$ 


Lg tT as a we Fre 


q 


THE RAILROAD FIEND. Rene and Vera j ‘ . . $20.00 
A Healthy Country ‘Girl. ‘ . ‘ ° 1.00 
as — be ce : , ; . oe 3.00 
IS face was kind, his accents smooth, his bearing wholly Ahan: Ey ee Party * held for the Fresh 
bland ; Air Fund at Larchmont, N. Y. 

_ : ‘ a ach pil- W. K. E. 
He omiled as down the aisle he strolled and grasped each pi hadi Sheastine oil Baby a Ee, 

grim’s hand ; Entertainment by Cora and Florence 

yard bent and whispered soft, his speech was mild Mrs. Wyckhoff 

a eee ? Proceeds of a Fair held by “four children ‘at Islip, 

and low, a f : . : ; 
But o'er each listener’s face there came a look of deathly woe. Whooping Cough ; : : ‘ . ° 


Some groaned in grief, some rolled in fits, and three with death 


Cash from Sheldon, Pa. 
were smote, A Reader ° ° 
. ac “ hissed: ‘‘I’m taki straw Biz 
For to om one the fell-fiend hissed m taking a — siaiy wists; 
vote. Grasse Pointe . 
. . " C. ; 
P : . M. H. 
E have seen a journalist who has been confined to his Ss. S. 
bed, suffering from shock since August 1oth. He is “Five Oakland Brothers, California” 
the editor of the only New York newspaper whose reporters In Memoriam, W. B. C. 
rs : ; sey M. Saville ‘ ‘ 
were not the first to greet James G. Blaine on his arrival. reno ted, (Morris Plains, N. J.) 
He scorns the offers of dime-museum managers, and pro- Kok . . 2h eee: 
poses to exhibit himself on his own account. — ; 
Kent 
* * * N.C. 
Parker, Vincent and Beryle 


OU R — Two Bachelors, St. Paul 


Bird’s Nest Cottage, Straws Point, N. H. 


FRESH AIR . Mrs. J. C. Bridgeman . : ‘ 


A King’s Daughter, Rochester, N.Y. 


FU N Wellwisher 


Bernon and Kate 
: Baby French 
Before After Chas. Dissel 
Fines for Slang ‘ 
OLLOWING is an extract from a letter sent us from an office Curtis Parker’s Aunts 


where the fines for whistling are devoted to this fund : hot (Buffalo) 


‘* Three dollars will be sent to you every week until you tell us to 
stop. The writer had an experience with the little ones last summer Total, 
that proved conclusively the truth of your pictures of ‘ Before and 
After.’”—ONE OF THE WHISTLERS, 


We quote this for the benefit of those who may think our little 
heading an exaggeration. It is a plain, unvarnished tale. Moreover, HARD TO PLEASE. 
it is not easy to exaggerate the expression of a child who is growing Ps ARRY 


: Your governor 
weak and sick for a breath of fresh air. 8 


said last night, Jack, 
that he was not at all 


Previously acknowledged .  . . lg $3,691.22 
A. G. . ° ‘ . ° ° + 1.00 ee , ‘ a 
H. M. R. and L. S. I. a % -», wy G 6.00 ses Sy Y satisfied with the re- 


/ i , . . é - 6.00 
B.andB, . r ‘ é : e ‘ ° 12.00 sult of — last _ 


ne, > 4h ae a a ee ly Es ; at college. 
E. A. S. 25.00 = a “ 
The Mary Abbott Guild of St. Paul s Church, Oak- | NX> ~ Well, by 
land, Cal. : 3-00 q = \ a George! I 
From Wilmington, Del. . rae one ; tips ; Fe i 
‘‘In His Name”, i ‘ ‘ ‘ : a hs Pn oN Ne got on the 
Hal, a ~Y Con. . 5. : > eleven, and 
Proceeds of a Fair held by seven little "girls at f : : 
Columbus, Ohio . ; F . « J i pitched for 
Another Farmington Girl . j ; - . ‘ . the nine, and 
¥. = . 
H. = > Be ey ae a Ne ae : ee won first in 
Victor H. Kennard ge RPO ae ae a the _ singles. 
Pomfret, Conn. . ° ‘i R ; . ° . r 
Virginia and Annette ‘ . : . ° Yi What on 
FortheFresh AirFund . . . . . . earth does he want?” 





NOBODY FOOLED. 


What the girl with the parasol and her 
companion are thinking: IT's AWFULLY MEAN 
TO LEAD HIM ON SO WHEN I AM ALREADY 
ENGAGED; BUT IT zs SUCH FUN! 

What he thinks: THIS IS A LOW SORT OF 
BUSINESS FOR A MAN WHO'S TO BE MARRIED 
IN OCTOBER. THEY ARE NO END OF SPORT, 


THOUGH, AND I COULD HAVE EITHER OF THEM 
FOR THE ASKING. 
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THE RICHNESS OF THE SOIL. 


&¢ 9° WOR in seventy-nine when I left ole Kaintuck an’ squat 

on a good lay o’ lan’ up on Pine Crik, a leetle ther most 
han’som’st valley in this yar county. I sot ther house purty near 
ther crik, an’ a-thinkin’ ther crik might git on a rampage in thaw- 
time, I sot ther house on tree-posts, cut erlong ther crik, ’beout two 
foot up. 

‘*Wal, then I went ter plantin’, an’ in June, fer a fac’, pertaters 
’ud begin ter hustle afore we got ’em kivered in; an’ ther corn, why, 
ye never heered sech a racket! We cudn’t sleep o’ nights, ther corn 
made sech a noise a-gittin’ up! Sech a crackin’, bustin’ noise! 
Ev’rythin’ a-shootin’ an’ a-wrastlin’ ter grow ! 


‘*Howsomever, thet’s nothin’ ter what I’m goin’ ter tell ye. 
One day, ter dinner, I says to my wife, ‘ Maria, why can’t ye hev ther 


table sot even? Are ye tryin’ fer ter spill ev'rythin’ ?’ an’ she says, 
‘I ain’t done nothin’ ter ther table; It’s settin’ squar’ on ther floor.’ 

‘*Wal, fer weeks thet yar house kep’ a-gittin’ more onev’ner, an’ 
last I says, ‘ Maria, thet yar north post is a-sinkin’ deown !’ 
an’ looked. ‘’Tain’t no sech thin’, Ben, ther other posts is a-risin’ 
up!’ Fer a fac’ them posts was a-growin’, ’cep’ ther north one, 
whar ’twas shady. Why, cud see ther sprouts a-shootin’ out! An’ 
neow ther house begun ter snap an’ crack, an’ ’twor a-gittin’ dan- 
g’rous, ‘cos, yer see, ‘twa’n’t goin’ even. Ther three posts was 
a-keepin’ tergither, but ther other, bein’ shady, wor a-hangin’ back. 


She went 


‘“WAL, WE DONE IT.” 


‘* Somethin’ hed ter be did, an’ Maria, she's ‘beout as cute as ye’ll 


find 'em, says, ‘ Ben, ye’ll hev ter water thet north post. Per'aps it’ll 


ketch up.’ Wa’n’t thet an idee? Wal, we done it, an’ ye never see 
sech a racin’ o’ posts. Enside o’ a month thet north post war up with 
ther others, an’ then ther house went 
up plumb. 
‘*T tell ye, ’twor a sight, an’ afore 
winter ther house wor up ’beout four 
foot, an’ ther posts a-puttin’ eout 
branches an’ a-throwin’ o’ them 
reound ther house, kinder embracin’ 
like! Thet’s a-goin’ on five year 
ago, an’ them posts—trees they be 
neow—hev ben a-growin’ ever sence ; 
an’ ye’ll hev ter ’scuse me, gentle- 
men, fer I hev ter start early, fer 
when I git hum, it takes ’beout hef 
‘n ’our ter climb up ter ther house. 
I tell ye, thar’s sile up thar wuth 
ownin’.” 


A PATHETIC APPEAL. 


PINSTER (¢o dcrd-fancier): Have you a nice parrot, 
sir, whose life has been quiet and uneventful, and 
whose choice of English is somewhat above the average ? 
DEALER: Yes, ma’am; I have just the bird you’re look- 
ing— 
PARROT (¢mploringly): For gawd’s sake, boss, don’t let 
me go! 





| i going up the ladder of fame, we meet many coming 
down. 





A MOURNFUL STORY. 


E: You are a Maud Muller, I see. 
SHE (puzzled): Indeed, no, sir. 
HE: Then I am no judge. 
And then the heavens opened and rained gently upon him, 
and he so held his umbrella as to conceal his face from the 
eyes of men. 
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VACATION LETTERS. 
BETHLEHEM, WHITE MOUNTAINS, August 20. 


EAR MR. EDITOR,—I am grieved to be obliged to tell you 

that she refused me; but we still have the same washerwoman, 

and there is a deal of comfort in the thought. Nevertheless, it was 

rather embarrassing meeting her all the time, and so I left Newport 

and came here, where I could be sure of meeting no one that I know, 
and where bills would not be likely to reach me. 

It is about as lively here as an unoccupied grave. The barber has 
informed me that I am the only man in the place besides himself, and 
hinted broadly that he would not object to my custom; but when he 
discovered that I was stone bald and also shaved myself, he went and 
took down his sign. 

This place consists of a single streak of boarding-houses situated 
among the hills upon a small plateau, although at present there is 
more plat than eaz on account of the drought. I seldom joke in 
French, so please excuse this. The air here is very dry, in fact every- 
thing is very dry except the champagne and the fog which rises at 
night and which nobody seems to mind, it's so English, I suppose. 

The only apparent attractions here consist of seven miles of plank- 
walk and unlimited pie; this constitutes the American idea of Par- 
adise. There does not seem to be much of anything to do except lay 
around like an unbound back number and enjoy plenty of elegant 
leisure, of which there is a most liberal supply—in fact, the supply is 
more than equal to the demand, as the man said when he was pre- 
a 5 sented with twins. 
heyy. re a than all, the place seems to be 
} : inhabited solely by elderly ladies with 
very young children, and on account 
of the latter sleep is out of the ques- 
tion. One of the brats in question LIFE AT MT. DESERT. 
waved his arms and cooed at me to 
such an extent on my arrival that 
his nurse had to quiet it by saying BEFORE? 
Wey) ‘*That’s not Grandpa! that’s She: ONLY ONCE THIS SUMMER, 
: eee “-~~not Grandpa!” Dear me! He: WHAT? AND HERE IT IS THE LAST OF AuGuUST! 
xy «sé Grandpa! What next I won- She 
y .- = der? 

All the old ladies seem to 
be in a very lachrymose con- 
dition; at first I thought 

Rachel was engaged in weeping for or rather with her chil- 
dren, but later I found that they were enjoying hay-fever. 
Hay-fever is the specialty of this place; you come here to get 
it, or get rid of it, I have been unable to find out which, but 
I am glad to know there is some reason for coming here. 

I am very sorry to say that I have never gone in for religion to 
any great extent, partly because there is no money in it and partly 
because it is not fashionable ; but even such a callous person as myself 
cannot but feel awestricken at finding themselves in Bethlehem, the 
identical spot where Christianity first dawned. As I had nothing else 
to do I endeavored to find some of the places mentioned in sacred 
history, but was surprised to find that all landmarks had been oblit- 
erated and not a stone or a monument of any kind marks any of the 
hallowed spots! I am so surprised and shocked at this that I must 
stop writing; moreover, somebody’s Skye terrier has got his head 
through the piazza railings and cannot get it back again ; and as I am 
the only man about, I suppose I must go and try to pry him out. So 
good-bye for the present. 


He (who has just been accepted); WERE YOU EVER ENGAGED 


: But I ONLY CAME LAST WEEK. 


Roland King. 





PROPHETS OF EviL—The wages of sin. A SUMMER LUXURY. 
iti ‘* WHAT DO YOU KEEP THAT SHIVERING LITTLE BEGGAR OF A 
HE man who supplied the Inquisition with machinery voc For?” 
was the original rack-renter. ‘“WHy, DEAH BOY, IT MAKES ME COOL TO LOOK AT HIM.” 
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THE GAME IS PLENTY, BUT 


GIRL OF THE PERIOD: OF COURSE, YOU WILL CATCH NOT WI 











NTY,BUT THE BAIT IS WRONG. 


‘H NOT WITH THAT BAIT. YOU ARE BEHIND THE TIMES! TRY THIS. 














SUMMER STUDIES IN NATURAL HISTORY. 
THE MOSQUITO. 


ERTAIN so-called humorists have tried to bring dis- 

credit upon the mosquito by making him the subject 

of their ill-timed jests, but we, dear reader, who study the 

marvelous creations of Nature with deeper insight have 

learned that the mosquito is by no means a subject for 

joke. We know this to be particularly true if we happen to 
own real estate in New Jersey. 

We will nevertheless not sing the mosquito’s praises, for 
he is competent and willing to do that himself. As he 
chants his merry madrigals in the darkness of our sleeping 
apartments we would fain have him choose some other place 
for carrying on that branch of his business; but no, he is 
fonder of us than we are of him, and remains despite our 
utmost efforts to have him go. 

The fondness of the mosquito for the human race is one 
of the most beautiful examples Nature gives us of assiduous, 
untiring, undemonstrative affection. If a mosquito takes a 
fancy to a man the affectionate insect does not push himself 
to the front. The back of the neck, or that particular spot 
on the spine which can only be reached with a long-handled 
flesh-brush, is good enough for him. If the man is of surly 
disposition and drives his humble admirer from these re- 
tired spots, the mosquito is not above throwing himself at 
the feet of the man of his choice—particularly if the man 
wears low shoes. Like Jock Dering, he is not above lavish- 
ing the marks of his affection even upon the ankles of the 
object of his affection. 

Humanity’s non-appreciation of the mosquito must be a 
constant source of wonderment to him. He comes and says 
in effect, ‘Here I have picked you out in preference to the 
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whole world. There were thousands of others I might have 
chosen, but I have come to you of all others,” and the only 
answer he receives is an angry blow, which it requires all his 
energy and quickness to avoid. He flits off, wonders about 
this a moment or two, and concludes there must have been 
some mistake, whereupon he returns again as affectionate as 
ever. 

The Audubon Society has proposed as a means of arrest- 
ing the slaughter of other song-birds that more attention 
should be given to using the plumage of the mosquito for 
the ornamentation of women’s head-gear. God forbid! It 
would not be long before the Jersey shore would swarm 
with mercenary hunters, armed with shotguns and accom- 
panied by cruel dogs. The mosquito would not be safe, 
even during the breeding season, and, like the buffalo, grizzly 
bear, and other American fauna, would soon become extinct. 
That such a suggestion should come from a humane society 
like the Audubon is ridiculous in the extreme. Nor can true 
lovers of Nature look with much greater approval on the 
suggestion that mosquitoes be substituted for dogs, cats 
and rabbits in the experiments of the cruel vivisectionists. 
Nature—kind, far-seeing, provident Nature—has created the 
mosquito for a purpose, and while we may not exactly un- 
derstand that purpose, dear reader, let us not countenance 


any efforts to thwart it. 
Metcalfe. 





A SPECIAL FAVOR. 


EREAVED WIDOW (fo country editor): Do you 
charge for obituary notices, Mr. Shears ? 
CouNTRY EDITOR: As a general thing, we do, Mrs. 
Bently ; but your husband and I were very old friends, and I 
will only be too glad to publish his obituary for nothing. 





COMPENSATING ADVANTAGES. 
Feet Why, mamma, is this the Rev. Mr. White- 
choker’s church? How very small it is! 


MAMMA: Well, it may be small, my dear, but it is very 
high. 


THE REASON WHY UNCLE ROMULUS DIDN'T BRING HIS BIG FISH HOME. 
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REFLECTIONS. 


TOPER that we wot of, who, strange to say, loves church papers 
next to rum, lately found in the Church Times a paragraph to 
which he points with glee and renewed courage. It quotes the report 
of one Dr. Isambert Owen, ‘Secretary of the Investigating Com- 
mittee of the British Medical Association,” who sheds an unexpected 
glow upon the effects of the drink habit, to wit: 


‘‘Dr, Owen states that having examined into the history of 4,234 
deceased lives of twenty-five years and upwards, the committee found 
that the average age at the time of death was in the case of the habit- 
ually temperate, 62.13 years; careless drinkers, 59.67; free drinkers, 
57-59; decidedly intemperate, 52.03; total abstainers, 51.22.” 

In view of the disposition of the abstainers to arrogate to them- 
selves exaggerated length of days as one of the rewards of self-denial, 
Dr. Owen’s statement is full of unexpected interest. That the habit- 
ually temperate should live the longest need surprise no one; but 
that the decidedly intemperate should outlive the total abstainers by 
nearly a year is a surprise. The natural inference is either that 
total abstinence is a dangerous form of excess, or that Dr. Owen has 
been misquoted. 

* * * 

NOLONEL FIELD'S narrative of Mr. C. A. Dana’s solitary hack- 
ride in Milwaukee is pronounced apocryphal by good authori- 
It is true that Mr. Dana visited the breweries and other points 
of interest in Milwaukee, but he made the rounds—not in a hack— 
but on a bicycle. If Colonel Field had ever been to New York the 
figure of the Editor of the Suz, riding his bicycle up Broadway after 
his day's work, would have been familiar to him, and he would not 
have made this display of ignorance. 


ties, 


* * * 


R. MATTHEW MARSHALL has devoted several columns of 

a newspaper to a demonstration of the interesting opinion that 

the heirs to great fortunes are more likely to add to them than to 

dissipate them. He cites many well-known names to prove that the 

old maxim that held it to be three generations from shirt-sleeves to 

shirt-sleeves, is a myth, and avers that though small] fortunes paralyze 
ambition, great fortunes stimulate. 

Just where the line is to be drawn Mr. Marshall omits to indicate, 
but after reading his article, a careful parent, who has his son's wel- 
fare intelligently at heart will hardly be willing to leave him less 
than ten millions. 

* x % 
UR old friend Colonel Ingersoll avers that the fact that Mr. 
Bohan, of Long Island, gouged out his wife’s eyes is due to 
another of those mistakes of Moses, and he asks that every woman 
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RETURNING FROM THE HONEYMOON. 


Mrs. Young: WoNn'T YOU PUT AWAY YOUR PAPER NOW, AND 
TALK FOR A WHILE, JACK ? 
Mr. Young: YES, My LOVE. 


JUST WAIT TILL WE GET TO 


THE TUNNEL, 











who is dissatisfied with her husband shall have a divorce without 
question or expense. 
‘‘If there was no law,” reasons the Colonel, ‘‘ no one would break 
it, so there would be no sin, and, consequently, no misery.” 
Clever man, that Colonel ! 
x x - 


ENATOR EDMUNDS and Editor Bunner are reported to have 

adopted the flannel shirt. In summers heretofore Mr. Edmunds 

has found a simple coat of sawdust as good as anything to keep him 

from melting. It is understood that neither he nor Mr. Bunner have 
yielded yet to the fascinations of the sash. 




















110 


THE ACCURSED DAMOSEL. 


ee HERE are you going, my pretty 


maid ?” 
** To buy a coffin, sir,”’ she said. 
“May I go with you, my pretty maid ?” 


, 


‘* Yes, if you'll help me, sir,” she said. 


‘* Help you at what, my pretty maid ? 
Tell me about it ; don’t be afraid.” 
“*Tt’s only a joke,” she softly said ; 

He fled. 
Nero O' Flynn. 


“‘I’m going a-berrying, sir!” 


A WIFE’S FEARS. 


IFE (40 country editor): Aren't 
you feeling well to-night, John? 
COUNTRY EDITOR: Not very, my 
dear. An indignant subscriber came 
into the office this afternoon and mopped 
up the floor with me. 
WIFE (anxiously): Heavens, John, I 
hope he didn’t stop his paper, too! 


i a 
Ny 4 PUT 
WW So o 
A NICKEL 
BY IN THE SLOTE & 
4 AND GET YOuR ay 
Z SHIRT WASHED& BN | 


i 
4 u 
Ny 














ENTERPRISE, 


THE DANGERS OF THE CHASE. 


Bold American Fox Hunter (who has been left behind): G-G-G-GO AWAY, PRETTY 
FoxEy; I ONLY C-C-GAME TO LOOK FOR B-B-B-BLACKBERRIES, YOU KNOW. 


WANTED. 


SPARK of the fire of genius that kindles enthusiasm. 

FEATHERS from the wings of the imagination. 
SPOKES from the wheel of fortune. 
A DROP of the distilled ottar of the flowers of rhetoric. 
A CHEESE made out of the milky whey. 
A BUCKET of pure water from the wells of despair. 
CEMENT for split sides after reading the above jokes. 

Hf. VS. 


IN PIOUS BOSTON. 


LD MRS. LITANY (anxiously, stopping car): Do 
you go to Trinity Church, Conductor ? 
CONDUCTOR: Sorry; I don’t get no time for church, 
lady. 

















ON THE ETRURIA. 


ITZGAGGY (z” agony): Steward! I say Steward / 
STEWARD (from below): Comin’ hup direckly, sir. 
FITZGAGGY: So—so’s my dinner! OH, Lord! 


THAT SETTLED IT. 


OLLECTOR (0m his tenth visit): Look a-here; how 
many more times do you want me to call with this 
little account ? 
BILL OVERDUE: Why, man, I don’t care if you never 
call again. 
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CISORS AT NvLLYS 4g 


TOO BAD. 
ER answer was ‘ Yes,” 

And I wish it were ‘‘ No.” 
I’m in love I confess, 
And her answer was ‘‘ Yes,” 
But my life she won’t bless, 

For she’s promised to Joe. 
Her answer was ‘“ Yes,” 

And / wish it were ‘‘ No.” 


Statham L. Williams, in Time. 


HOPEFUL YOUTH: Is Miss De Cash in ? 
SERVANT: Yis, sor. 
HOPEFUL YOUTH: Is she engaged ? 


SERVANT: Yis, sor; but he isn’t here this avenin’, Come in. — 


The Cartoon. 


‘*Tom, I gave you a very liberal allowance when I sent you to 
college ; nevertheless, I hear that you have had some trouble in meet- 


ing your bills.” 


‘* Not the slightest in the world, father, I assure you. It has been 


all I could do to keep out of their way.”"— London Tit-Bits. 


Miss RURAL (watching the promenaders): Who is that curious 
little man — almost a dwarf? 

MRS. METROPOLE (shocked) : Why, my dear, that’s Hubert High- 
life. He’s the very upper crust ! 

Miss RuRAL: Heis? Then they put in a great deal too much 
shortening.—77oy 7imes. 


JUSTICE (severely) : What brought you here ? 

Pat: Two policemen, yer Honor. 

Justice: Did whiskey have anything to do with it ? 

Pat: Yes, yer Honor; they was both of ’em drunk.—America. 


CHOLLY: You look tired, old fel’; whatcher been doing ? 

DOLLY (drzefly): Literary work. 

CHOLLY (surprised/y): Don't say! What branch, old man ? 

DoLLy : Well, you see, I know a man who writes for papers, and 
this morning he asked me to help him count the words in an article 
he was going to send down town. Mighty hard work, I assure you. 
Almost as hard as writing, don’tcherknow !—/udge. 


TREMLOwW : Gone completely, Siggy ! 

SIGAMUND: What is it? Isaw you an hour ago, and you were 
getting on swimmingly with that stunning Marshmallow girl. 

TREMLOW : Sol was, me deah boy, so I was; but just when I 
began to get over my bashfulness a little, she turned around and asked 
me if I wouldn’t like to come over and play with her little sister some 
afternoon.— 77me. 


BOLINGBROKE has just fervently proposed. 


Miss STEELE: Do you play a good game of billiards ? 

BOLINGBROKE: Fairish—why ? 

Miss STEELE: Run up and play me off with Dick Starr, will you ? 
I kind of half accepted Azm last night.— 77me. 


The Best’! .. “@™ 


JuNtAp X Co. 

aT - + Cz : ih A , AND 
COPYRIGHTED. Bellevue Avenue, 

CELEBRATED HATS NEWPORT, - R. I., 


AND Invites inspection of 
Whe his fresh Importations 

LADIES’ ROUND HATS. \ ps for 
178 & 180 Fifth Ave., bet. 22d & 23d Sts., SUMMER WEAR, 


and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St., Selected forhighest-class 
requirements. My new 


Riding-Habit Skirt, 


Cut on entirely new prin- 
ciples, is exceptionally 
neat, close-fitting, grace- 
ful and comfortable. 


‘* THESE are hard times,” sighed the young collector of bills. 
‘* Every place I went to-day I was requested to call again, but one, 
and that was when I dropped in to see my girl.”— Zexas Siftings. 








LADIES’ TAILOR, 
19 East 21st Street, 


NEW YORK, 


STEEL PENS 





IN THE ESSENTIAL QUALITIES OF 

DURABILITY, EVENNESS OF 

POINTS AND WORKMANSHIP. 
SOLD BY 


Stationers and Notion Dealers Elsewhere. 


You can live at home and make more money at wor‘ for us 
4 than at anything e‘ve in the world. Either sex ; all ages. Cost- NEW YORK. 
ly outfit FREE. Terms FRE«. Address, TRUE & CO., Augusta, Maine. 


Sudborgs 
EDENIA 








Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila, 





MIss PRIMSON (tx drug store): I want to 
get a good sponge-bath. 

CLERK (aghast): I—er—I beg pardon ? 

Miss PRIMSON: I say I want a nice bath- 
sponge. 

CLERK: Oh, certainly.—TZoronto Grip. 





‘* EULALIA, child, whenever are you going 
to display a little common sense? To-day, 
when talking to the Baron, you made your- 
self look very foolish. You kept blushing in 
the wrong place!"—London Figaro. 


THE ENGADINE 
Bouquet, Atkinson’s New Perfume. This superb 
distillation sweetly recalls fragrant Swiss flowers. 
Bright jewels in a setting of perpetual snow. 














' C.C.BRIGGS & C2 
APPLETON ST. BOSTON MASS. 
MANUFACTURERS OF 
LUNDBORG’S RHENISH COLOGNE 
Is delightfully refreshing and cooling during THIS 
HOT WEATHER. 
LADD & COFFIN, 
PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS, 
24 BARCLAY STREET, NEW YORK. 











GRACEFUL DESIGNS -* SOLID ]NSTRUCTION 
MATCHLESS TONE ++ BEAUTIFUL TINISH, 








-~ LIFE: 


NEW 
& OPENED 





ABOUT 


LADIES’ TAILOR SEPT. 1, 1888 


By appointment to the Queen of England. 


ORICINAL AND EXCLUSIVE 
DESICNS AND CLOTHS. 


Ladies living at a distance, who are unable to visit New 
York, can have sketches and samples forwarded free, by mail. | Aqtymn Models. 
Perfect fit guaranteed in all mail orders. 


210 FIFTH AVE., THROUGH TO 1132 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


PECK & SNYDER’S CELEBRATED TENNIS. 


The ‘‘ Beeckman’”’ Racket. 


Tournament Strung. Price, Each, 86.00, 


The quality of our ones in this celebrated Racket causes it to 
be used exclusively by the leading players in this country. The fol- 
lowing from the present champion, R. D. Sears, will speak for itself. 

We have let- 
ters of the 





WITH AN 


EXHIBITION 





OF 











Ladies’ Riding Habits, cluding Beeckman, Slocum, carl 


51 Beacon Street, Boston, May 14) 1887. 
‘ 


: : Messrs. Peck & Snyper: Gentlemen,—l have given your “‘ Beeck- 
é Ing al ecep 100 0S ames man”’ Racket a thorough test, and I am very pleased to say that I 
J have never had a better racket of either English or American make, 

Yours truly, RICHARD D. SEARS. 


Dinner and Evening Toilettes, The Revised Playing Rules of LawnTennis, containing a complete price-list of every requisite for playing the game, 


mailed, free, to the readers of this paper, upon postal application. 


| 1 . e Ve 
MADE TO ORDER. CK & SNYDER, Manufacturers, {24, 126 and 128 Nassau St., N. Y 


ALSO ss KIMBALL’S STRAIGHT CUT CIGARETTES. 
, y ‘ ‘ . SG. WH nee | ame cuatethe an styte. — an 
i 5) Ae re dainty, and care made. 
Costumes for Dramatic Artists, + at a Are extremely mild and delicate. 


A A | Are always uniform and up to standard. 
i 4 Are put up in satin and elegant boxes. 
1 26 % II e s Chotuwh ot e\ J ') Are unsurpassed for purity and excellence. 
° Pew | Are specially adapted to people of refined taste. 
a ‘ rh Are composed of only the finest Virginia and Turkish leat. 
<3 14 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 
Peerless Tobacco Works. Rochester. N. Y. 


FOURTEENTH SEASON. DECORATION 
UR PLATES ARE MADE 8Y “HE 


SPRING HOUSE, ELECTRO LIGHT ENGRAVING CO FURNITURE 


157 « 159 WILLIAM ST 5 Pee QUR 
RICHFIELD SPRINGS, N. Y. WORK FROM THIS ESTABLISHMENT CuRTAINS 


(1,700 FRET ABOVE SEA LEVEL.) 1S OF EXCEPTIONAL MERIT AND IS 


Open June 16 to October 1, 1888. | [gkaanieibeeeensiehiaeeiibas 133 FIFTH AVENUE 
PUBLISHERS OF -[ [FE - NEW YORK 











The Richfield Sulphur Water is shown by analysis 
to be the strongest in the United States, and expe- " " 
rience has proved it to be a specific in cases of rheu- a SNe 


matism, gout, sciatica, dyspepsia, and all diseases of . + 
the skin and blood. y e N ® 

An illustrated pamphlet, describing Richfield’s at- 
tractions as a summer resort, its scenery, mountains, | Celebrated Hand-Made 
valley, lakes, streams, drives and walks, its pure and | Ae 
invigorating air, and the medicinal virtues of its — = — ATER CRACKERS. 
waters, will be sent on application to i Easy of Digestion, Absolutely Pure 

, ° 

T. R. PROCTOR. The connecting link of Pullman travel between Chicago, BENT & CO., Milton, Mass. 
Indianapolis, Cincinnati, Louisville and Florida Resorts. 
Send for Guide. E. O. McCORMICK, G. P. A., Chicago. 66 BLACK TOP 9 














Headquarters for Straight 
Whiskies, ‘‘Old Crow” and 
Hermitage Sour Mash. 


ened, uncolored: Various ages, | NEWHANCeem@, “LIFE” BINDER, 


None sold less than four years 4 — A IG y 
old. Reliable for medical use. 3D CHEAP, STRONG AND 
We have taken every barrel of DURABLE. 
ba bbe made at the Old 
row Distillery since Jan., 1872. : a 
Sole Agents for The Picasent , : Will hold 26 Numbers. 
Valley Wine Co. : 4: Sina 


Full lines of reliable Foreign : d Mailed toany part ofthe United 


va gynainn ry 0 States for $1.00, postage free. 
69 Fulton St., B’way & 27th $., 5 Address : st THE BEST CHAMPACNE. 
and 9 Warren St. OFFICE OF “LIFE, 


Established 1853. 28 W. a3d Street, New York. | Francis 0. de Luze & Co., Sole Agents, N. Y. 














